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Walking With Christ 
Means Carrying Cross 


By Catherine De Hueck 


Dear Friend, Wherever a 
priest is .. . there men see 
Christ. That is all there is 
to it! That is all that is re- 
quired of a_ priest, dear 
friend! THAT IS ALL! BUT 
HOW MUCH GOES INTO 
IT! 

On this sentence I finished 
my last letter to you, on it 
I begin this one. Today, I 
want to talk to you about 
things that are seldom men- 
tioned, yet have to be dis- 
cussed, for alas they happen. 
Not too often, thanks be to 
God, but oftener than they 
should! I speak of them only 
because you and your con- 
freres, the Seminarians of 
the U.S.A. and Canada, 
through your letters, have 
asked me to discuss the 
PRIESTHOOD AND THE 
LAITY, bearing in mind of 
course that these discussions 
apply only to you, who as 
yet are laymen, but laymen 
who to-morrow, by the grace 
of God, will, I fervently hope, 
become priests. 

So the topic of this letter 
will be—the Lost Shepherd. 
No, I don’t want to discuss 
those who already have — 
we hope but for a little while 
only—left their flocks. This 
is outside my scope, except 
for continuous and ardent 
prayers. I simply want to 
warn you of some of the pit- 
falls that are so clearly 
apparent to many of us—the 
laity. 

Beware of Pitfalls 

Now is therefore the ac- 
ceptable time for you to 
prepare yourself to avoid 
those pitfalls. You will have 
to use a little imagination, 
for just now, full of fire, love, 
and zeal of and for God, 
surrounded by young men 
like yourself, guided by holy 
and wise teachers, you can 
hardly visualize your to- 
morrows! But you MUST try, 
and hard, for there is noth- 
ing quite so tragic as a 
shepherd without a flock 
... a priest outside the 
Church! 

LONELINESS .. . will be 
your first foe. Only God 
knows the heights and the 
depths of the loneliness of 
His priests. It will be easier 
if you belong to an Order— 
harder if you are a Diocesan 
priest. But in both cases, 
fundamentally, you will walk 
with loneliness constantly. 
It will be in your heart, your 
mind, your soul! It will go 
to bed with you, and walk 
your days with you. 

Face it now. Look at it as 
a blessing, which it really is. 
For Christ the Lord is shar- 
ing with you one of His 
greatest gifts. He endured 
many sorrows... many pains 
were His . . . but one of the 
deepest must have been HIS 
LONELINESS. Just think— 
God, the Second Person of 
the Most Holy Trinity — a 





man! That aione must have 
been the essence of loneli- 
ness. Who understood Him? 
Who could share His stu- 
pendous ‘mission? His Moth- 
er? Yes indeed, and she did 
to the fullness of her ability, 
which was, after all, only 
that of a _ creature. 
apostles understood Him 
only after Pentecost. Wher- 
ever He looked .. . loneliness 
looked back at Him. 
You And Christ! 

And now YOU, who soon 
will start on the road of 
being another Christ, you 
too will live with loneliness. 
Make her your own. Love 
her, accept her — gratefully, 
joyously, without feeling 
sorry_for yourself, without 
self-pity, because daily she 
will make you more like your 
Master. 

For if you make her your 
own, you will know and share 
in the one burden that most 
men, your parishioners, your 
flock, your children have to 
bear. Oh, the millions of 
lonely souls in this world! 


Who understands them? 
Who cares? Behold the busy 
streets of our teeming cities, 
the endless rows of houses 
on them. If you have eyes 
to see, ears to hear, you will 
see loneliness staring at 
you from a thousand eyes. . 
you will hear her soft foot- 
falls echoing thousand of 
human footsteps. And only 
BEING LONELY YOUR- 
SELF will make you under- 
stand .. . will give you the 
gracious ability to relieve it 
in others. 

True, they can turn to 
God for a surcease, a light- 
ening of their heavy burdens 
of loneliness. But men are 
weak, and often the Face of 
Christ is blotted from their 
tired eyes. You can bring 
Him back to them ... at the 
price of BEING LONELY 
YOURSELF, and accepting 
this Cross joyously, for the 
love of Christ and your 
neighbor. 


His}. . 








Loneliness A Friend 

If you do this, then lone- 
liness will be a friend, not 
a foe. It will lead you close 
to THE LONELIEST MAN 
ON EARTH, WHO WAS 
ALSO GOD ... It will make 
you one with Him, instead 
of—as it so often does — 
leading you away from Him 
into many strange and 
dangerous paths which may 
take you, if you are not wary, 
also away from His Church. 
MISUNDERSTANDINGS 

will be your second 
enemy, if you will let it. And 
by this I-mean many things. 
For instance such as may 
overwhelm a curate. Coming 
to your first Parish full of 
fire and zeal, full of modern 
holy learning, you are ready 
and eager to try all the new 
techniques that were so 
lavishly given to you in the 
Seminary . .. Maybe you 
find that your Pastor does 
not share your ideology, 
your views, that there is the 
chasm of years, of other- 
time-training, or of sickness 
and age, separating you. 

Or you belong to an Order, 
and with a mind set on fire 
with love, you dream of 
assignments to the distant 
Missions, or to teaching in 
hard, tough, schools located 
in big city slums, and setting 
the mind and souls of your 
pupils on fire with Catholic 
Action; or getting a post in 
the poorest section of the 
Order’s Domain. 


Instead you are ordered 
to work with the rich... 
the indifferent . . . to teach 
the socially select — Chem- 
istry or Mathematics ‘ 
and no time allowed, nor 
opportunity given, even to 
mention Catholic Action. 

Or maybe you are given 
all the green lights you ever 
dreamed of, but your parish- 
ioners are cold and unres- 
ponsive, do not like you, nor 
your ideas. A series of mis- 
understandings ensues, and 
you are left to hold the bag. 
Your pupils are lethargic, 
and uninterested, wordly 
and shallow. Nothing you 
do or say, arouses the 
slightest spark. Fear, temp- 
tation and discouragement 
enters your soul. Dark and 
strange thoughts are born 
in your mind . . . Danger is 
close. Watch out. 

So much for this time. I 
shall have more to say on 
this subject, God willing, 
next month. 








Jesuit Martyrs Shrine 


On Sunday, September 25, 
the day before the feast of 
St. John Brebeuf, St. Isaac 
Jogues, and the other Jesuits 
martyred by the Iroquois 
Indians, the new shrine back 
of Combermere’s Church of 
the Sacred Heart, was open- 
ed to visitors: 

The Rev. A. P. (Patrick) 
Dwyer, pastor of the church, 
officiated at the ceremonies, 
which were concluded with 
Benediction. 

The shrine, dedicated to 
the Jesuit martyrs, is high 
on the hill above the church, 
and the roads leading up to 
it are long, and difficult to 
climb. 

The shrine is a tiny edifice, 
built of concrete and stone, 
and fashioned after a chapel 
in Mexico. It has room for 
only forty or fifty, but it has 
a sort of terrace outside the 
wide doors which will hold 
several hundred. 

The Crowd Gathers 

Father Dwyer was pleased 
to find that the shrine was 
filled, the veranda outside 
was filled, and that there 
were quite a few people 
standing on the steps below, 
all of them listening rever- 
ently as he talked of the 
martyrs and of the holy joy 
with which they greeted 
torture. 

He had announced there 
would be a triduum in honor 
of the martyrs, beginning 
with the Benediction; but 
he had announced it only 
casually at Mass that Sun- 
day morning. He was as- 
tonished that so many people 
had come to start the tri- 
duum with him. 

At Mass in the shrine the 
next morning there was 
another crowd; this despite 
the fact that a cold rain kept 


falling, and that most of the 
congregation, including the 
school children of the choir, 
and the nuns with them, 
had to stay outside. 

Father Pat built the shrine 
on faith. It still has to be 
paid for, and there is little 
money in and around Com- 
bermere. But he is not too 
concerned about the finan- 
cing. 

On Their Knees 

“The main thing,” he said, 
“is that the people love the 
shrine, and that they come 
here. There were two people 
in particular who edified me 
very much. An elderly wom- 
an and her son. 

“The woman’s heart is 
not too good, but she walked 
all the way up here Sunday 
afternoon, and then she and 
her son knelt on every step 
leading up to the terrace, 
and said an Our Father and 
a Hail Mary — as though 
they were on a holy pilgrim- 
age.” 

Eventually the Stations of 
the Cross will be erected 
along the two roads leading 
up—up and around—to the 
shrine. Eventually a statue 
of St. John Brebeuf will be 
installed in the niche over 
the doorway. Eventually the 
roads will be put into con- 
dition so that your car can 
go up them easily in high 
gear—or so you can walk up 
without too much effort. 
Eventually too, there will be 
pews inside the shrine, and 
kneeling benches. 

Right now, however, no- 
body in Combermere minds 
the long climb up, the hard 
cement on which he must 
kneel, or the rain that will 
soak him if he has to stay 
outside. It is enough to have 
the Shrine. 








A Seminarian 


Speaks 


By Art Stabile, Jr. 











“There is only one sorrow, 
that: is not to be a Saint,” 
says Leon Bloy. And the 
more one thinks of the world 
problems today the more one 
thinks this is true. Our old 
world is sick and -needs the 
tonic of God’s truth. Will the 
Holy Spirit raise up Saints 
to meet the present prob- 
lems? Knowing the promise 
of the Paraclete, the mem- 
bers of the apostolate know 
that the 20th century will 
produce her share of leaders 
and apostles. 

The future of this work 
depends completely on the 
new generation of priests. 
Without correct spiritual 
directors and friendly guid- 
ance, the hope of the Church 
in these times will fail. That 


is, Catholic Action must 
(Continued on Page Four) 





A Letter 
From Phil 


Sometimes the young men 
and women who have come 
to Madonna House, and lived 
our life for a week or two, 
or for a month or more, 
write us of their adventures 
in the big cities, in their jobs, 
in their schools, in their re- 
creation hours. And we are 
glad to get their letters. 
Especially were we glad to 
hear from Phil Larkin, who 
labored so long and so 











mightily on these five acres 


during the last summer. 
Phil and Charley Conroy 
hitch-hiked to New York 
after they left us. They 
wanted to see the Harlem 
Friendship House, and the 
new farm in New York state; 
and they wanted to visit the 
Catholic Worker in Mott St., 
New York, and the retreat 


center at Newburgh. 
(Continued on Page Three) 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


THOU SHALT NOT COVET THY NEIGHBOR’S 
GOODS... Thus reads the Tenth Commandment of 


God. 


If our ears were attuned to the things of the 
other world, we could hear the laughter of the Prince 
of Darkness, as he beholds our modern world, seeing 
how love is dying and charity grows cold. 


For the tenth commandment even as the other 
nine, is a commandment of love. Love of God and our 
neighbor. Does one who loves envy or desire the 
possessions of him whom he loves as himself? 


Yet behold our crazy world. Nations desire the 
goods, the lands, the people, even the minds and souls 
of their neighbors. Men and women everywhere look 
with fear and envy on the goods of others. . . striving, 
striving ever faster, ever more desperately, to devise 
ways to get them. 


Consider this idea of “keeping up with the 
Joneses,” or at least trying to match what they have. 
It is a race of envy, of strange and dark desires... 
of restlessness and greed. Any means, we seem to 
believe, is good enough for nations any means 
good enough for men and women... or for business 
and its moguls. 


In the case of divorce, we have even lost all 
sense of sin. Evil and good has become one, in the 
mad pursuit of acquiring possessions that possess us 
more than we them. 


In the process, our hearts have become attached 
to things. Because of this we shall perish . . . we are 
already perishing. For he who makes a god of goods 
. .. makes idols. He who desires what belongs to an- 
other . . . and uses unjust and dishonest means to 
acquire it... is damned. 


Let us remember that we came into this world 
with nothing . . . with nothing we shall leave it... 
unless OUR DEAD HANDS ARE FILLED WITH 
THAT WHICH WE HAVE GIVEN AWAY. 


Selfishness, greed, envy, and the inordinate 
love of material possessions, together with the desire 
to have what rightly does ‘not belong to us on both 
a national and an individual scale, have brought our 
world to the abyss of atomic war, to utter destruction 


Even as Sodom and Gomorra, we shall be des- 
troyed ... unless we do penance and pray, and cease 
this mad pursuit of things that do not matter. ~~ 


Our Lady of Fatima speaks... let us take heed 
... and follow her dictates and her direction. Unless 
we do, . . even Her gentle hands will not be able to 
uphold the hands of God’s Justice, and they shall fall 
on us... with all the heaviness we so richly deserve. 


Lord have mercy on us. . . Christ have mercy 
on us... Mary pray for us... that we may remember, 
and practice, the TEN COMMANDMENTS OF GOD 
... the Commandments of Love. Amen. 























Sometimes a good story is 
better than a good sermon, 
in producing meditations. 

Examine the yarn relayed 
to me recently by that prince 
of story-tellers, Fr. J. B. 
Ferguson, of Warkworth, 
Ont. Father Ferguson heard 
it from Fr. J. J. Guiry of 
Port Hope—lI believe it was 
Fr. Guiry—who heard it 
directly from a priest who 
had been spiritual director 
to Brother Andre, the Holy 
Cross religious who built the 
shrine of St. Joseph in Mon- 
treal. 

“The spiritual director,” 
said Father Ferguson, ‘“‘was 
telling my friend that he felt 
it difficult and ironic to 
direct such a tremendously 
holy man, such a peculiar 
mystic. It was to exemplify 
the irony of it that he told 
this story, about Brother 
Andre and a certain mother 


superior. 
‘It seems the mother 
superior wanted a janitor 


for her convent and school, 
and she couldn’t find one. 
You know how it is when you 
want to employ somebody, 
and can’t. This good nun 
was somewhat frantic. Un- 
less she found a janitor the 
nuns and the school children 
would freeze that winter. 
She advertised, of course. She 
went to employment agen- 
cies. There just were no 
janitors out of work. 
Pray to St. Joseph 

“So eventually she came 
to Brother Andre, knowing 
his devotion to St. Joseph, 
and asked him to pray to 
the good saint in her behalf. 

“Brother Andre didn’t look 
at her. It appears that he 
never looked directly at any- 
body. I imagine he was al- 
ways looking at God, or 
thinking about God. But he 
advised the nun to go back 
to her convent and pray to 
St. Joseph, and her troubles 
would vanish. 

“About ten days later the 
mother superior again came 
to see the holy brother. And 
this time she was somewhat 
austere. Both St. Joseph and 
Brother Andre had scorned 
her prayers; and the weather 
was getting colder every day. 

““*T made a novena to St. 
Joseph,’ she complained, 
‘and nothing has happened. 
Not even one applicant has 
come, in spite of all my 
prayers.’ 

“‘*And how did you pray 
to him?’ the brother asked. 

“‘On my knees, Brother. 
For hours on my _ bended 
knees.’ 

““‘And what did you say? 
How did you address the 
saint?’ 

“The mother superior be- 
gan, ‘O dear St. Joseph, 
sweet St. Joseph, most 
worthy St. Joseph—’ 

Sweet St. Joseph 

“‘Faugh!’ said Brother 
Andre. ‘No wonder he didn’t 
listen to you. ‘Sweet St. 
Joseph!’ He wasn’t sweet. He 
was a hard-working carpent- 
er; and there were occasions 
when he worked with horses. 
Sometimes he smelled of the 
stables. ‘Sweet St. Joseph!’ 
He was a humble man, a 
man’s man. He doesn’t want 
women slobbering over him, 
even holy nuns. 

“‘Now you go home, cut 
a picture of St. Joseph out 
of. a newspaper or magazine, 

ut it under the statue of 
he Sacred Heart, and then 
say some decent prayers; 
and you will get a first class 
janitor.’ 
“The good woman did as 
she was told, but back she 
came the next day with an- 
other complaint. 





FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie 





Doherty 


“ “The janitor came, didn’t 
he?’ Brother Andre demand- 
ed. 

“*Yes,’ mother superior 
admitted, ‘but he’s got only 
one arm.That is, his left arm 
is cut off just below the 
elbow. He’s a good man. He’s 
an engineer. But he has only 
one hand. And what can we 
do with a one-handed jan- 
itor?’ 

“You'll Keep Him” 

“*You. are mighty partic- 
ular,’ Brother Andre com- 
mented. ‘St. Joseph sends 
you a janitor and you find 
fault with him. You didn’t 
send him away?’ 

“ ‘Not yet, but I’ll have to.’ 

“ *You’ll keep him,’ Broth- 
er Andre said. ‘And, inci- 
dentally, when you go home 
and remove that picture 
from underneath the statue 
of the Sacred Heart, take a 
good look at it.’ 














“T suppose the good wom- 
an thought Brother Andre 
rude, uncouth, ungentle- 
manly, un-Christian, and 
somewhat crazy. Even moth- 
ers superior can feel like 
that, at times. 

“Nevertheless she decided 
to keep the man on, tempor- 
arily at any rate; and to 
keep on trying to get a two- 
handed janitor. Also, im- 
pelled more by curiosity than 
anything else, she did take 
the picture of St. Joseph out 
of its place beneath the 
statue. Then she saw what 
Brother Andre had meant. 

“The nun who had cut 
that picture out of a maga- 
zine had been a little care- 
less with her scissors, and 
had snipped off part of St. 
Joseph’s left arm. She had 
cut it just below the elbow.” 


Our Scented Dog 


Last month, with some pride, 
we told how tactfully and gently 
our” dog Blackie dealt with a 
skunk—rubbing noses with him, 
exchanging tongue licks, and 
walking with him out of the 
house. Alas, this month we must 
report that Blackie met that 
skunk’s big brother, a_ surly 
sort, and scampered away, but 
not speedily enough. He will, we 
trust, ignore the next member 
of that family. He has learned 
about skunks the hard way. 


Back To The Land 


By Lucie Lamperto 











At times I miss the cows that 
graze 
In meadow plain; 
Around the City Park I gaze 
But all in vain. 


Such longing for the land is mine— 
A homesick spell— 

To hear the moo of peaceful kine 
Faint, tinkling bell. 

J 

Dear God, Who made such beasts 
to yearn 

For man’s command, 

Speed Thou our prodigal return— 

Back to the land. 4 


“ 














The B’s Corner 


Next year, will be a Holy 
Year for the world. It will 
be a happy, holy year for me 
too, though I don’t know 
if I should mention it in the 
same breath as the BIG 
HOLY YEAR. My joy will 
come from both. The second 
part is important only to me, 
for in it I will celebrate 
twenty years in the Lay 
Apostolate of Friendship 
House. 

Twenty years is such a 
long time ... and yet such 
a short time too. And the 
reason why my heart sings 
is a very simple one, for I 
think of the infinite privilege 
God has given me, that of 
serving my neighbor during 
these twenty years. Fancy 
that! Even now, I cannot 
fully comprehend it, grasp 
it! I, a most ordinary person, 
from a foreign land, a 
stranger to these hallowed 
shores, for reasons that will 
never be known to me this 
side of death, have been 
chosen to found Friendship 
House—which simply means 
to love and serve my neigh- 
bor, and, through this love, 
try to restore all things in 
Christ. 

His Poor Servant 

And then again, my heart 
weeps .. . for as I behold the 
rosary of days, months, and 
years, that have been given 
to me, to labor in a wee por- 
tion of His Vineyard, I see 
the little I have done, the 
time I have wasted, the 
graces I have lost or  per- 
mitted to lie fallow. Pray 
for me dear friends, that 
Christ the Lord may indeed 
have mercy on the soul of 
His poor servant! 

Yet, as I look over those 
years, I see many things, and 
one that stands out from 
the rest. Of it I want to 
speak. For discussions and 
controversies about the Lay 
Apostolate, that style or this, 
are raging all over the North 
American Continent, and 
they should not. The Lay 
Apostolate, even as our Holy 
Faith, is very simple, though 
I grant you that very sim- 
plicity is hard to see, to 
understand, to hold tight 
unto. 

For it is LOVE. And it is 
the relation of soul to God 
brought to bear into the 
MARKET PLACE. For true 
love will always go there. 

God and Neighbor 

It begins in the knowledge 
of God. And it ends in LOVE. 
Love of Him and our neigh- 
bor. Love that has forever 
lost the pronoun “I”... and 
1s concerned about everyone 
else but itself. Love that 
feeds and grows on sacrifice 
and service. Love that makes 
one die to self and grow in 
Christ. 

Love that seeks out the 
darkest places, the most for- 
gotten persons. The hardest 
tasks. Love that is steeped 
in the simplest prayer of all, 
that encompasses all other 
forms of prayer ... THE 
PRAYER OF THE PRES- 
ENCE OF GOD. 

THAT IS THE APOSTO- 
LATE. And because it is all 
love .. . it never divides. It 
sees the world and man as a 
whole. It matters little with 
whom and where one works. 
The only thing that matters 
is that this part or that be 
restored to the whole—which 
is CHRIST. 

_ Infinite is the vision .. . 

infinite the horizons. Infinite 

as Love and God Himself. 
The Same Man 


Techniques? Oh, these are 
simple too. Because they are 
so uniform. For they deal 
with man. And man, created 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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Have you ever seen a more 
disconsolate sight than a row 
of empty  clothes-hangers? 
Ours are that way. And it 
fairly breaks your heart to 
look at them! 

The other day a tiny little 
lady came in. In her arms 
she held a wee baby. Hold- 
ing tight to her skirt was a 
tow-haired boy about three. 
And, walking all alone Big 
Sister, aged six, followed 
sedately. 

The hangers hung their 
heads. What else _ could 
empty hangers do? For the 
little mother needed clothes 
badly for herself and her 
brood, and the hangers did 
not have any hanging on 
them! 

Sadly these days we greet 
our friends, with the ‘Sorry, 
no clothing yet,” formula. 
And I feel I am at fault. For 
I am sure that I did not tell 
you about the empty clothes 
hangers. And I know why, 
too. 

Those Customs Rules! 

For there are moments 
when I am almost ashamed 
to knock at the door of your 
hearts, for I know that they 
are big and charitable, and 
that the calls on you and 
them are infinite. Well do I 
know too, that for our 
friends in the U.S.A., the 
mere fact that the address 
reads: MADONNA HOUSE, 
COMBERMERE, ONTARIO, 
CANADA (and if an Express 
parcel) VIA BARRY’S BAY, 
ONT., AND THE CANADIAN 
NATIONAL RAILWAY, OR 
C.N.R., as we call it here for 
short, means endless time 
spent in writing customs 
declarations and the like, 
and adding the legend on the 


parcel FOR CHARITY 
ONLY. 

Yet, I must get over my 
shame, my shyness, and 
stand at your door once more 
a beggar ... and beg IN 
HIS NAME, for clothing. 


For children, from layettes 
to sixteen years of age. For 
adults of both sexes. For 
warm things. For underwear. 
Shoes, hats, purses. Blank- 
ets, sheets, pillows, pillow 
cases, towels. For all the 
thousand things a household 
needs . . . but has not. So 
many have not. 
Is St. Nick Coming? 

And as if this were not 
enough . . . I have to go on 
begging . . . For Christmas 
is around the corner. The 
season of joy and good-will. 
The season of Christ the 


By Catherine Doherty 
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Child, and of all the children 
of the world, including those 
of our Canadian Northlands. 

I behold the litany of our 
needs, and hesitate . . . but 
why should I? It is funda- 
mentally for Christ the Lord 
that I beg. A beggar, it is 
said, is an Ambassador of 
God ... and to be an am- 
bassador of God is surely 
something to be proud of. 

Candies, toys, old costume- 
jewelry, mittens, caps, 
skates, pencils, books, foun- 
tain pens, relgious articles, 
Christmas tree decorations, 
green, red, white, tissue 
paper, ribbons to tie things 
with, seals . . . soap, toilet 
articles . . . anything and 
everything that may gladden 
the heart of a child...a 
youth ...an old person... 
will be SO WELCOME . 
THANK YOU! 

Those Fall Chores 

There is a chill in the air 
in Combermere. The woods 
are a riot of colors. But In- 
dian summer is with us too, 
and the days are bright and 
warm. We are still busy with 
the many Fall chores. Sum- 
mer clothing to put away. 
Winter ones to take out. 
Flower beds to prepare for 
snow. Lawns, to make ready 
for winter. “Eddie’s office 
boasts a new brick chimney, 
and the room has been win- 
terized. So we expect at least 
a book or two, to come from 
him now. For if ever there 
was an ideal place for a man 
to write in, it is Eddie’s 
office, a room built far away 
from the house, forming an 
L with the garage. Cozy. 
Quiet. Now warm and snug. 
I am after him to start on 
a book about Combermere 
and our work here. He has 
the titl—NOBODY LIVES 
LIKE THAT—and it is a 
good and true title, as you 
will see, I hope, soon. 

Paul Harris from Toronto 
is with us for the winter. 
And are we glad to have him! 
Pat Conners of Montreal 
will soon join our little 
family. She was one of the 
Visiting Volunteers this sum- 
mer, and decided to return. 
Welcome Pat. 

We are also looking for- 
ward to a visit from the 
Catholic Worker Staff of 
Detroit. And from some fel- 
low lay apostles from New 
Jersey. 

Combermere is most beau- 
tiful in the Fall and Winter. 
Come and see. 








And blessed be he who 


gave 


the manger shape 





A LETTER FROM PHIL 
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Phil has written at length 
about his trip. Parts of his 
letter are printed here; that 
you may share our joy in 
hearing from him. 

It Was Wonderful 

“Friendship House in Har- 
lem was a great experience, 
but if I had to stand the 
crowded noisy life of Ma- 
donna Flat for another two 
or three weeks I think I’d go 
berserk. But it was wonder- 
ful to meet all those Negroes, 
and to come to realize that 
color of skin doesn’t matter 
in a person after all. You 
see, I had very little close 
contact with the Negro be- 
fore. When I left Harlem, I 
found I valued the friend- 
ships I had made among the 
Negroes just as highly as 
those I had made among the 
white people. And of course 
I should, says you; but I had 


‘}to find it out for myself to 


realize it fully. 

“My first impression of 
Harlem, as Charley and I 
walked from the subway 
station on 8th avenue was 
of a place that had too many 
people living in it. They 
seemed to be jolly, but very 
noisy. And I never did get 
over the feeling of being con- 
spicuous, especially when I 
was alone. I guess it re- 
sembles, in a small way, the 
way a Negro feels when he 
is alone among white people. 

“Later that night, as I 
watched the street from a 
window of Madonna Flat, a 
great wave of pity came over 
me for these people who have 
to live in one small part of 
York, shut in like so many 
noisy flies in a bottle. Why 
can’t they be treated like 
the rest of the people in the 
world and be allowed to live 
where, and in what manner, 
they please? 

Thanks for Bread 


“T went around one night 
with Bancroft, giving out 
stale bread that we got from 
Cushman’s. One thing that 
impressed me more than 
anything else was how polite 
the majority were, how they 
didn’t want to take much of 
the bread for fear someone 
else would have to go with- 
out. They were all very kind 
to us when they found we 
were from F.H.” 

After their New York ad- 
venture Charley and Phil 
parted, Phil going to Prince 
Edward Island, and thence 
to the University of Anti- 
gonish. 

“The trip was fairly easy, 
except for the money situa- 
tion,” Phil writes. “The day 
before we left New York I 
had only three dollars and 
some cents. That night 
Charley said somebody had 
given him ten dollars. And 
of course, you know Charley, 
he made me take six dollars. 
He probably didn’t have any 
more than the four dollars 
that were left. 

“Of course he didn’t have 
to go as far as I did, since 
he was going to Montreal. 
I wonder how he got along. 
I had a traveller’s cheque for 
$10 that I couldn’t cash until 
I got across the Canadian 
border. I took along some 
Squares of cardboard to make 
hitch-hiking signs. 

Hitch-Hiking Arts 

“On the first evening, out- 
side Hartford, I was having 
poor luck. No rides for an 
hour. I took a cardboard as 
big as the top of my suit- 
case, and in big letters I 
printed the name Canada on 
it. In five minutes I had a 
ride. I was in Boston that 
night at nine o’clock. At 1.30 
the next night I got to East- 
port, Maine. That was Sat- 
urday. The next day was my 
birthday. I celebrated by 





going to Mass, like every 
other day, and continuing 
on my way. 

“Outside of Eastport I sat 
down and inked the back of 
the hitch-hike sign with the 
letters P.E.I. My first ride, 
after crossing the _ border, 
was with some ‘super-society’ 
people from Washington, 
D.C. They gave me a big 
dinner at a swanky hotel, 
and took*me as far as St. 
John. After forty miles on 
a bus, late that night, I made 
it to Moncton. I was home 
the next evening, Monday, 
at 6.30. 

“T think it must have been 
my friends with their Hail 
Marys who made the journey 


The Eyes of God 


By Jerzy Dolega Kowlewski 


(Reprinted from the Polish maga- 
zine Kultura, published in Paris, 
and translated by home talent.) 





Wherever people lift their eyes 

God looks back into them 

More intently ... 

The God of the joyless, 

Of those unskilled at building 

Or at buying or selling; 

The God of the impractical, 

Of those unlearned in the ways of 
evil, 

Of the charitable who are ashamed 

Of not giving out of their penury, 

Yet are ignorant of pious texts. 


Wherever people lift their eyes 
God looks back into them 

More intently... 

The God of the lepers, 

Of the scrofulous, 

Of he bums and the beggars, 





so easy for me. At 7 o’clock 
Saturday evening I had only | 
$2 of my American money | 
left. But I was sitting in a) 
nice home, eating baked| 
beans. A young fellow had| 
picked me up, and, on find- 
ing I was from P.E.I., took 
me in to meet his grand- 
mother who was also an 
Islander. 

“I am going back to St. 
Francis Xavier University 
next Wednesday, Sept. 14; 
and will try to find time to 
write you again. Love to all. 
Phil.” 

Of course there was a lot 
more in the letter about 
Charley Conroy; but it would 
embarrass Charley if it were 
printed. That young man 


never did like compliments, 
even from his best friends. 








A Child for 


Christmas? 











How would you like, dear 
friends, to have a child for 
Christmas? All your own? A 
girl? A boy? A baby? A lad 
or maiden a wee bit older? 
Just let us know. 

For we have about five 
hundred lovely youngsters 
to bring joy, cheer, and pres- 
ents to, this coming Birth- 
day of Christ. 

Perhaps you would like to 
have one name... or two 
...Ormore...and then you 
can do it all yourself. Select 
the presents .. . the candy 
... tie them up in gay multi- 
colored ribbons and paper .. 
and on the tag write his 
name or hers . . . and yours 
and YOUR address... then 
send them all to us at Ma- 
donna House. 

And, come party time, 
your presents will be given 
to your “own” child... and 
he or she will write to you 
himself . . . and maybe you 
will make a new and precious 
friend. For such friendships 
are born in the Christ child. 

Write to us. Tell us your 
choice. We will answer with 
all particulars, and both of 
us will thus traffic in happi- 


Of the lame, the halt, and the 
blind; 

The God of those who, 

Between their “I’’ and Him 

Have nothing but an Amen of 
stuttered words 

Torn from their ulcered mouths, 

Weaving a sound like the shamble 
of legless stumps, 

and who whisper “have mercy on 
us” 

Until the last minute 

Of despair! 


Wherever people lift their eyes 

God looks back into them 

More intently... 

The God of the betrayed, 

Of those imprisoned 

While the world looks on without 
protest; 

The God Who sees 

All the defeats 

And all the tragic tears 

Hidden in thousands 
corners. 


of dark 


All this... 

In a wayside shrine, 

Through a naively scultured statue 
Of the Child Jesus.. 
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have chaplains who under- 
stand the problems of the 
Lay Apostles. The best way 
to understand apostles is to 
work with them This can 
best be done by men in their 
years of Seminary formation 
on vacation periods. 

Understand Then Help 

Priests who are chaplains 
of the apostolic groups, must 
first understand lay apostles 
before they can help them. 
Today the number of apos- 
tolic groups is growing. By 
the time this generation of 
seminarians are priests there 
will be many more apostles. 
At this time there are many 
groups without chaplains, 
and this is a very bad situa- 
tion. We must keep pace with 
the evergrowing apostolate 
by preparing seminarians 
who are qualified for this 
work. 


We must first of all have 
holy, obedient, and loyal 
—- under complete direc- 
ion of their bishops. Also 
they should have a deep 
understanding of the prob- 
lems of the Apostolate and 
of its members. In other 
words we must have go- 
betweens for bishops and lay 
apostles. 

On one hand, obedience 
to the authority of the 
Church, and sympathy for 
the lay forces, can be duly 
tapped and used for good. 

For my extra reading this 
year, I concentrated on pub- 
lications on the priest’s place 
in C.A. Among these pub- 
lications were Forum, the 
Seminarian’s monthly on 
C.A. published by St. Mein- 
rad Seminary; the C.A. 
Priests Bulletin, published 
by Y.C.W. in Chicago; and 
“Priest’s Place in C.A.,” pub- 
lished by Y.C.S. in South 
Bend, Indiana. One of the 





ness and joy. 


(Continued on Page Four) 
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Tony and Martin 


By Anthony Constable 











In less than two months, 
after I arrived at the camp 
in Edmonton, I had made 
many friends among Mac- 
Donalds, MacKinnons, Sur- 
ettes, Camponellis, Johnsons, 
the Buldocs, etc. 

The Johnsons, an elderly 
couple, I sort of adopted 
to fill in for my mother 
and dad, and many were 
the wonderful meals which 
I shared with them. Mr. 
Johnson, born in the 
U.S.A., never tired talking 
about his native land, and 
this warmed my heart 
plenty. Mrs. Johnson was 
kind and sociable — they, 
both, were members of the 
Franciscan Third Order. 

Mrs. Buldoc took care of 
old people, particularly those 
that were sick. She took 
them into her home which 
was two blocks away from 
Saint Francis Church. I 
could see that she was in 
much need of help. The 
whole place was a picture 
- of poverty and gloom, not 
a very fine atmosphere for 
aging people. She did her 
best to keep the place clean, 
but this was almost impos- 
sible under the prevailing 
circumstances.. 

Frank and Paul 

Two men, in particular, 
caught my attention, Mrs. 
Buldoc said their names 
were Frank Maeir and Paul 
Thereault, and complained 
that they took up most of 
her time. Frank was a poor 
helpless and blind invalid 
with something like a two 
month beard. Paul, suffering 
from a blood ailment, hadn’t 
walked for. months and had 
given up all hope. I felt 
sorry and inwardly prayed 
for them, but this was not 
enough. I had searched for 
just such an opportunity to 
do good, but now seemed at 
a loss to be of any help. 

“What religion are they?” 
I asked the good woman. 

“Catholic,” she replied, 
“the Franciscan Fathers 
bring them Holy Commun- 
ion regularly.” 

At least, I could tell them 
about Martin, but now to 
become acquainted. “Would 
you mind if I shave the 
blind man?” I asked. 

“Mind! Why I’d be de- 
lighted,” she remarked, “I 
used to shave him, but I 
don’t have the time any- 
more.” 

A Cancer Victim 

She supplied me with a 
good scissors and a safety 
razor with a sharp blade, 
but I hadn’t got very far 
with my ordeal when he 
suffered an attack that made 
him groan and writhe in 
agonizing pain. I had wit- 
nessed such.suffering before 
and knew instantly that here 
before me was another vic- 
tim of the so much dreaded 
cancer. He would sit up in 
his bed, then throw himself 
viciously backward, in an 
attempt to shake off the 


torturing pain. I stood by 
and prayed, then touched 
him with a Blessed Martin 
relic. Almost instantly the 
pain subsided and I went on 
with my shaving. 

I gave him a relic and 
assured him that Martin 
would help him, I also gave 
Paul one, then as I contin- 
ued taking off the huge 
whiskers I unfolded Martin’s 
life to them. 

Splendid Surprise 

I returned to my friends, 
three days later, and receiv- 
ed a splendid surprise. Mrs. 
Buldoc met me at the door. 
“I’m glad you came,” she 
said, “the men are anxious 
to see you and tell you the 
good news.” 

The men didn’t have to 
tell me the news, one look 
at them was enough — they 
seemed to be transformed 
in spirit. Paul was dressed, 
and on hs feet, he had just 
finished waiting on his pal. 
Frank was feeeling gay and 
smiled pleasantly. “Quite a 
change in Paul, isn’t there?” 
he said. “Blessed Martin was 
very good to me also,” he 
added. 

Their appreciation over- 
whelmed me and brought 
tears of joy to my eyes. As 
I stood there speechless, 
Paul took out his wallet and 
was determined that I 
should accept some money 
for my efforts. I tried to 
explain that all power comes 
from God. I tried to tell him 
that Blessed Martin had in- 
terceded for them, and how 
the good Lord refuses him 
nothing. 

Thanks to Martin 

“TI realize all that, but you 
brought him to us. All I 
know is that I’ve spent - many 
weeks 
Hospital, where the doctors 
were unable to help me, and 
now I’m on my feet once 
again, and walking around 
without any assistance.” 

As Paul spoke, I could see 
that his eyes too were filling 
with tears. “I’m happy for 
you, but it would be wrong 
for me to take your money,” 
I explained. “You owe your 
thanks to Blessed Martin, 
and you can show your 
appreciation to him, best, by 
visits to the Blessed Sacra- 
ment, soon as you are able.” 

“I’m returning to church 
tomorrow, as I feel strong 
enough,” he remarked, “but 
I still insist that you take 
this bill, otherwise, I won’t 
feel right.” 

Finally, he won out, and 
I sent the money to the 
League of the Little Flower, 
for Masses in thanksgiving. 
He got back to church, and 
before long was _ strong 
enough to return to his 
people. Though Frank didn’t 
improve to any great extent, 
he did receive much consol- 
ation through Martin. He 
and I became. intimate pals 





and I visited him often. 


in Saint Joseph’s|’ 
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most inspiring books yet 
published on our future 
work for the Catholic Apos- 
tolate is France Pagan? by 
Mrs. Frank Sheed. It deals 
with Abbe Godin, the great 
man of God who was one of 
the leaders of the _priest- 
workers in France. 
Two Penetrating Men 


It has been my conviction 
that Eric Gill and Leon Bloy 
were truly Christian in their 
ideas. I have read all I can 
on them and find them very 
penetrating and orthodox in 
their writings. From men 
like Gill, Bloy, and Abbe 
Godin we can receive the 
tremendous desire to be 
revolutionary. We do not 
advocate the Revolution. We 
are the Revolution! 

The world today is seeking 
leaders. The world today is 
in the midst of a universal 
social revolution. Who shall 
answer the call to leader- 
ship? Who shall lead the 
Revolution? If St. Paul were 


here, he would! If St. Fran-|- 
Fcis were here, he would! But 


they are not here. We are! 
No, we can’t do it by our- 
selves. But — with Christ’s 
help we can! 


I have experienced the 
same doubts as to my voca- 
tion as anyone else. But 
there is one reason, which, 
if any, would make me quit. 
That is—if I can not be a 
priest who is truly a man of 
God, then I will not be a 
priest at all. To me the 
Priesthood denotes a group 
who are devoted to the in- 
terests of all the people, and 
who are leaders of their 
flocks. I alone can never 
measure up to this standard. 
But with God’s help I can. 

Let the Reds Do It? 

Dorothy Day once said 
that we must protest injus- 
tices wherever they rear 
their heads. This fits in with 
our vocation as leaders, and 
as ministers of the Word of 
God. Shall we let the Com- 
munists do it for us? A book 
which might be of interest 
on this subject is “Rich and 
Poor in Christian Tradition,” 
written by Walter Shewring, 
and published by Burns & 
Oates in England. 


Yesterday the bishop of 





the diocese in which this 


seminary is located spoke to 
all seminarians. He _ said: 
“We must rise to duty and 
rise to prayer, and even 
though it may be a little 
hard at times, it is the rule.” 

“There is no shortage of 
priests, there is only a short- 
age of good priests,” a very 
holy priest once said. It 
should be our ambitions to 
become good priests. We 
should, and can, start now 
during our seminary years. 

May I ask the prayers of 
all the lay apostles who read 
this column, for myself and 
for my companions here in 
this seminary? I can assure 
you of being remembered in 
our prayers. 

In closing let me remind 
you of the words of the late 
CARDINAL SUHARD of 
PARIS “Brothers, let us not 
await events as those who 
have no faith, for events 
await us.” 





A Reminiscence 











Stanley Mitchell of the 
San Francisco Chronicle, a 
friend I have known and 
liked for more than thirty 
years, writes to tell me of 
the death of Herman De- 
Vries, ninety-year old music 
critic in Chicago. 

And he reminds me of the 
time a cub reporter on the 
Chicago American made a 
mistake that “turned Chi- 
cago upside down.” 

Moe Koenigsberg, then 
managing editor, and one of 
the most excitable news- 
paper bigwigs that ever pes- 
tered a reporter, called out 
to one of his very young men 
that the Chicago Grand 
Opera would open that 
night. 

“Get ahold of DeVries,” 
he shouted, “and tell him to 
cover it. Get him on the 
phone. Now. Get him right 
now and tell him he should 
cover. Get it? Get DeVries, 
I said.” 

“Yes, sir,” the young man 
said with more obedience 
than respect. Who the dick- 
ens was DeVries, he won- 
dered. Then, of course, he 
understood. Moe must mean 
Cy de Vry, the keeper of the 
Lincoln Park Zoo! . 

This Koenigsberg suddenly 
engendered great respect in 
the young man. Here was an 
editor with a relish for the 
quaint, the bizarre, the 
ironic, the essence of comedy. 


He called up the zoo oe: 
er, whom he happened to 
know, and delivered the 
message. 

“But what in the name 
of a three-legged duck,” Cy 
said, “does your boss want 
me to write about Grand 
Opera?” 

“Don’t you get it, Cy? 
Mary Garden’s shrill color- 
atura notes. Like the scream 
of a cougar maybe, huh? 
The deep basso notes of the 
villain — the roar of the 
African lion! See what I 





mean. A masterpiece. A 
panic. The opera and the 
zoo.” 





Yes, as every radio com- 
mentator says after every 
statement—before repeating 
it—that story stood Chicago 
on its head. But the young 
man was fired. 


ba 
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in the image and likeness of 
God, the child of Adam, is 
always the same... be he 
white, black, brown, red or 
yellow ... be he in U.S.A, 
Canada, China, the Indies, 
Europe or South America. 
All of him must, again in our 
tragic days, be RESTORED 
TO CHRIST. As for the 
slight differences of this ap- 
proach, or that .. . LOVE 
again will bridge them... 
for love always finds a way, 
is ingenious, understanding, 
kind, and full of pity. 

All that matters really is 
that the Lay Apostolate him- 
self be RESTORED TO 
CHRIST. Be in love with 
Him, work and live for Him. 
If that be so, then there will 
be peace and the tranquility 
of order in his apostolate, 
and in those of his fellow 
apostles, and they again will 
all be one in Christ. 

Let’s Not Argue 

If only we could grasp this 
WHOLE-NESS ... This 
ONE-NESS of the Apostolate 
born out of love and existing 
for LOVE only, then we 
would not waste our time on 
discussions, clarifications, 
and arguments. 

And we need to be of one 
mind. We need to, because 
all around us, men are 
divided as with a _ sharp 
sword. 

To get that “one mind,” 
let us immerse ours in Christ. 
Let us pray the prayer of the 
Presence of God, before 
whose Face all are one in His 
Son. 

Amen. 


Villa Madonna 
Retreat House, 
Ottawa 


By Celestine MacDonald 
Back from the busy highway, 
Not far from the dusty street, 
Stands, in the stately elms, 

A white house trim and neat. 


Love shines through her windows, 

Welcome at her door, 

God’s peace and comfort here 
abound, 

From the roof-tree to the floor. 








Like a dear kind mother waiting, 
She calls us to come in, 

“All ye who are heavy laden” 
With the weight of sorrow and _sin. 


“All ye who are heavy laden,” 

Come kneel at the Savior’s feet, 

Cast all your cares upon Him 

And learn that “His Yoke is 
sweet.” 

Weary may be life’s journey, 

Heavier grows the load, 

Come apart to the Villa Madonna, 

Turn aside from the dusty road. 


Strong men in the pride of man- 
hood, 

Stride to her open door, 

But hushed and awed they enter. 

They have never been here before. 

They feel in the holy silence, 

A message so heavenly sweet, 

They forget the din of the high- 


way, 
They forget the dusty street. 


The white house of Madonna, 

We love her more and more, 

May ie light that shines about 
er, 

Guide the pilgrim to her door. 
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